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The Orders Of The Flight Captain 

Chapter | - Please be seated 

"Beep .. beep .. beep .. beep" 

"OH NO .. NOT AGAIN!" 

Lars howled in frustration and furiously threw his arms in the air, stomping his feet at the same time. 
"What is it NOW? This is RIDICULOUS! .. lIl kill this fucker! He's doing this on purpose, that's for sure! He will 


pay for it, and he will regret his impertinence until the day he'll die, and that will be soon, pretty soon, | swear, 
and | won't show any mercy, no, no, never, no way, and, besides, this is RIDICULOUS, completely RIDICULOUS! .. 


It just because he wants to jerk off by thinking about he had got me to suffer AGAIN, that's for sure, 
nothing else, | swear, and he'll regret his impertinence, | swear, because NO ONE ever is allowed to make a fool 


out of Lars Ulrich in such a perverted way, that's for sure, and this is just RIDICULOUS!" 


He gritted his teeth and fiercely glared at all the innocent people around him, trying to bring them down with 
his green-eyed Danish demon death metal stare. 


"RIDICULOUS! .. AND IMPERTINENT!" 


Kirk, who had passed through the security barrier door some seconds ahead of Lars - without any problems 
- just rolled his eyes. 


James waited for his turn to pass through but didn't mourn about the fact that everything had come to a 
stop because he always LOVED to watch Lars getting nuts all of a sudden like a three-year-old without the 
simplest manners by giving his best to fulfill everybody's secret longings to get a live show of a rockstar 
going nuts all about his unwashed ass, just because said rockstar suspected that someone might have stolen 
his favorite cookies or, maybe, touched his previous rockstar body without permission of a certain Danish 
Royal Highness who-shouldn't-be-named. 


And all the fun was coming for free! 


And, best of all, the certain Danish Royal Highness with his green-eyed death stare never has left a battlefield 
at the security check of an airport as the triumphant hero he urgently wanted to be. 


He always used to fail poorly. 
While Lars still was bitching around like a fury a security guard, who had glanced at him without moving a 
muscle in his face, cleared his throat. 


"Sir, would you please clear the passage and follow me over there to let me run a personal body check on 


you", he calmly said, slightly tugging at the latex gloves he wore. 

Lars stared at him, wide-eyed. 

He swallowed hard. 

Kirk giggled. 

James, who had passed through the security door without a "beep-beep", now elbowed Lars, grinning viciously. 


"Go on, move your pretty ass, baby’, he slimily whispered, still grinning. "We all know how much you WANT IT" 


Lars whirled around to lash out at James but this had been clever enough to get out of reaching distance in a 
split second. 


"Il kill you too", he hissed at James. 

"Sure", James answered with a grin "If you'll survive the body check". 
The security guy cleared his throat again 

"Sir?" 


Lars gave a low groan and turned around to follow the man. 


James was shouldering his rucksack as Lars finally joined his bandmates, the personal assistants, the techs and 


the bodyguards of the band. 
He stared at them sourly and darkly. 


"Now, what a relief to see you so healthy again, Larsie", James said with an extra sweetish voice. "What has it 
been this time?" 


Lars stared daggers at him. 

| don't want to talk about it", he hissed, mimicking a poisonous snake. 
"Oh!" 

James held up his hands and backed off some steps, grinning. 

‘I'm SO sorry, baby. | didn't want to hurt your feelings". 

"Asshole!" 

lan, their bodyguard who had followed him, smiled. 

"Just some metal on his socks", he mentioned. 

Kirk gave a squeak then giggled. 


"| KNEW IT!" 


Lars shot a Danish death glance at him but Kirk just innocently batted his long eyelashes, covered in several 
layers of black mascara, at him. 


"You know NOTHING!" Lars growled. 


"Of course | know", Kirk gave back then looked at James. "The fucker insisted to wear a pair of those snobbish 
british socks with these little metal buttons on them .. | told him not to do because it would cause problems. 


But did he listen up to me? No". 
He shrugged. 


"His Danish Majesty of drums always thinks there has to be an extra red carpet just for him and his drum 
stick". 


"You'll pay for that", Lars hissed at him. 
"Fine", Kirk silkily gave back with an innocent smile. 


They hadn't too much time because they were a little late, so they hurried up to get to the gate after they 
had passed security check. 


Lars muttered under his breath all the time, mostly in Danish, but everybody guessed he was trying to 
summon up all those Gods of Revenge of the ancient Nordic Saga to make them drag Jason down into their icy 
hell as deep as possible to torture him for all the insults he had done to His Majesty. 


"Good morning, and welcome on board, ladies and gentlemen ... This is Flight Captain Jason Newsted speaking .." 
James fastened his seat belt and smiled happily, listening to the quiet voice coming over the com system. 


"My crew and | are glad to have you on board of Flight Number CABI from Montreal to Rio de Janeiro, and | 
hope you will have a nice and comfortable flight .. We are preparing for takeoff now, so | have to ask you to 
have your seat belts fastened and to bring the backrest of your seats to a vertical position Please note that 
there won't be allowed any smoking during the flight, also that all electronic devices have to be switched off 
while takeoff ... Please, follow the orders of the flight personnel. Thank you, and have a good flight .. Bonjour, 


mesdames et messieurs ..." 


"Aaaawww! NO!" 
This was Lars. 
Again. 


He sat beside James - on his right side - and groaned as if he would have been stabbed with white glowing 


spears. 

"Why in hell is it necessary that this fucker has to speak up in French, too? Isn't it enough that he is allowed 
to have the microphone at all? .. Maybe he dares to come up with Danish, too, or what? Who has allowed the 
fucker to speak foreign languages? .. Any foreign language, by the way. Nobody! .. That's MY business! .. What 
an impertinence .." 


"Laaarsieeel" 


James' soft and sweet tone made Lars stop dead, and he abruptly turned his head to stare at James with 


flaming green eyes. 
"What?" 
James flashed a charming smile at him. 


'Larsie, if you don't shut up RIGHT NOW, I'll help you to get your pretty mouth shut, sweetheart", he said, still 


smiling. 


Lars narrowed his eyes, clearly thinking hard about the chance to bring in another verbal insult about James’ 


boyfriend without getting the shit beaten out of himself. 
But in a split second he got it that he better would have finished his lament for now. 
With a satisfied grin he leaned back and grabbed the ends of his seat belt to fasten them. 


James just gave a sneer. 


The airbus had reached the runway now and swung into running position 


The howling of the four turbines increased and the plane effortlessly accelerated to high speed before 
smoothly taking off the runway. 


James had laid back his head, his eyes closed. 

He loved the pressure of the takeoff on his body - especially when the takeoff was performed by his lover, 
Jason. 

Also he loved the pressure of Jason's body on his, by the way. 

His bass player. 


And Flight Captain. 


A fact that still got Lars mad by just been mentioned. 


Jason's Canadian airline had asked him in short term to take over the senior pilot's position on this flight to Rio 
because his colleague had broken his wrist by falling off his mountain bike the evening before. 
The flight was en route to Metallica's next gig in Rio, and so Jason was pleased to be asked. 


He liked to fly his bandmates and the Metallica crew all around the world with his Lear jet but he never would 
have declined the offer to do the same as Flight Captain of a large Airbus. 


James had watched him the evening before as he had studied the flight plan details, looking very concentrated, 
tapping at his nose with the end of a pencil now and then 


After a long while Jason had looked up and saw James who already laid in their bed, naked, the blankets just 
covering up as much of his body as necessary to not let it look too obvious what was going on beneath those 


blankets - barely hidden by James’ slightly bent right leg. 


Jason's look wandered along the silhouette of James’ long leg below the sheets - up to his hip then to his 
naked chest. 


Then down to James's hip again. 

After that he risked a glance to the body part of interest between those long legs. 
He smiled. 

James didn't move. 

He smiled, too. 


"Come to bed, baby", he just softly said. 


On Board 


Author's Notes: 
Lars' bad behaviour had to had consequences. 
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The Orders Of The Flight Captain 


Chapter 2 - On Board 


Kirk covered his eyes with his hand and sighed, trying to block out Lars on-going bitching about "bass players 
with surreal hallucinations of being Flight Captains" and "certain bass players with perverted ideas that they 
might have anything to say in any way at all" or "bass players without the right to exist except if those times 
they put their fingers onto their bass strings by being strictly forbidden to open their fucking mouth at the 


same time", and so on 


"AND it has to be clear that NO bass player all over the world is allowed to tell a Lars Ulrich what kind of 
socks he has to wear, or -forhelvede - would think about having the fucking right to just check Lars Ulrich's 
underwear, or anything else .. AND now everybody knows that this bass playing psycho told the security 
guards they had to drag me to a complete body check like a dangerous criminal - just because HE is the 
fucking captain and wants me to suffer in front of all these people. And I'm pretty sure that every fucking 
detail of the fucking scene will be the fucking headline on every fucking or not-so-fucking newspaper all over 
the world, and all the TV news will mention that | got busted because a certain asshole of a fucking Flight 
Captain thought it would be funny to get my ass thrown into prison, and let me tell you .." 


James sighed, too, very deeply. 
What a hard life! 


He felt pity for Kirk who had to bear the Danish drama queen all day and all night: 


It must be such an ongoing nightmare for their poor lead guitarist. 

No wonder that he had to get thick layers of make-up, mascara and eyeliner on his face to hide his deep 
exhaustion. This was just an act of self-defense. 

Finally, he couldn't stand it any longer. 


"Lars!" he groaned. "SHUT UPI .. Shut the fuck up, or I'm gonna throw you off the fucking plane to make you 


shut up! .. FOREVER!" 

Lars shrieked and jumped in his seat. 

He turned around to face James, fiercely firing green daggers at him. 

"Hah! HAH! .. YOU!" he cried, his face getting red. "YOOUUU!" 

"Yeah. Me", James gave back and flipped him the bird. "How right you are. Well done. Anything else?" 

Lars stared at him, his mouth forming a round open "o" while he gasped for air. 

His face was bright red. 

"You ... you threatened me", he stuttered, his tone getting slightly whiny. "This is ... this is .. UNBELIEVABLE 
How ... how dare you ... how dare you to ... m SO SHOCKED! | can't believe this. What a shock ... This might have 
consequences .. Yes, | will think about consequences .." 

"Larsie! Shut up!" 

This was Kirk 

His tone had been very quiet and low and sounded slightly disinterested. 


The lead guitarist didn't look at Lars but studied his well-polished fingernails. They were ready to get a fresh 


varnish in black. 


Lars had stopped his lament the very same moment Kirk had opened his mouth and had told him to shut up. 
He sat there, motionless, glaring at Kirk who looked pretty relaxed. 


James raised his brows. A brief smile tugged at the corners of his mouth but vanished as quickly as it had 


appeared. He was amused. 

Kirk gave a sigh and dropped his hands into his lap then turned his head and glanced at Lars. 

‘Larsie, what have | told you about the proper manners of a good boy? .. Haven't | told you that a good boy 
should be seen but not be heard? Or that a good boy wouldn't ever use such bad, bad words like "fuck" or 
“asshole"?" 


Lars started to tremble, his look glued to Kirk's dark, soft eyes with those beautiful long eyelashes. 


James couldn't believe what he saw and heard! 


‘I've asked you something, boy", Kirk softly said "And I'm still waiting to be answered. Now ... did you behave 
like a good boy?" 


Lars gave a whimpering sound then swallowed hard several times. 

"No", he croaked, dropping his eyelids. "I ... | didn't behave like a good boy .. | am sorry ...| .. | failed". 

"Ah". 

Kirk gave a light nod. 

"You failed. That's right. You failed AGAIN. You failed after all those lections | have given to you to let you 
learn how to behave and how to show your best manners in every situation, if it might suit you or not ... | am 
VERY disappointed, boy. Very, very disappointed". 

His tone was very soft and somewhat cool. 


And Lars seemed to be in deep fear. 


still shook all over, and had his fingers and hands clenched into fists, his knuckles getting white. His face was 


pale now and he nervously bit his lower lip. 


"I'm sorry, master", he whispered. "I won't do it again. | swear .. | swear | won't do it again ... Please, l'm so 


sorry’. 

"Well, | believe you, boy’, Kirk calmly said, now fully looking at Lars. 

Lars breathed in deeply and shaking, his green eyes started to lighten up in hope and relief. 
Kirk shrugged and sighed. 


"But that doesn't mean | could go against the rules, so you know | have to punish you now, boy .. And you 
know what has to happen now, boy, do you?" 


Lars hastily nodded, sniffing. 
"You know, too, that I'm doing this just because it's for your own good, boy, do you?" 
"Ye .. yes .. | know", Lars whispered, barely audible, his head lowered, also his eyelids. "I know". 


"Good". 


Kirk smiled. 
Then he bent over to Lars and softly patted Lars’ knee. 


"Then, will you be so nice to follow me now, boy?" 


James stared at their backsides as Kirk walked over to one of the First Class' Restrooms, moving in catlike 


elegance, while Lars trotted behind him like a beaten dog. 

They disappeared inside the restrooms and the door closed behind them. 

James shook his head, not knowing what to think or what to believe. 

Lars A SLAVE? 

His guitar tech who had watched the scene bent over James‘ seat and gave James a light clap to the shoulder. 


"Are you sure they are the real Kirk and Lars - or could they be doppelgangers of them with perverted 
brain-fucked-up phantasies? What a fucking crazy fucking show’. 


James scratched his head, at first not knowing what to answer. 


Finally, he shrugged and grinned then burst into laughing. 
"| guess, there are no doppelgangers', he giggled. "They are just fucked up.’ 


He broke into a salve of hard laughter again until he had to gasp for air. Tear ran down his cheeks and after 


some searching around he found a handkerchief to blow his nose in. 


His tech and some other people of the Metallica crew were laughing, too, without exactly knowing, why. 


When they finally had finished laughing, James leant back in his seat and tried to relax a little. 
Kirk and Lars were still in the restroom, and James didn't want to know what was going on there inside. 
All of a sudden he felt a touch on his left hand and quickly opened up his eyes. 


A female flight attendant had approached him, and he hadn't noticed her before. 


She gave him a beautiful smile. 


He looked at her with blank eyes. 


"Mr. Hetfield, Sir", she started. "I would like to ask .." 
"Yeg?" 

James straightened his body. 

The flight attendant nicely smiled at him once more. 


"The Captain would be pleased if you would be so nice to bring his and the First Officer's coffee into the 
cockpit ... If you would like to have a look inside the cockpit by taking the coffee with you". 


She smiled and her grey eyes sparkled. 
James was out of his seat in a split second. 


"Of course I'd do that", he said and hoped that he didn't look to much like a little boy who has been allowed to 


spent all his money in a candy store. 


The flight attendant opened the security lock to the cockpits door for him while he waited, the try with two 


thermo mugs of coffee and two small plates of biscuits on it holding in one hand. 

Finally, he quietly entered the cockpit, and the door closed behind him. 

"Wow!" he whispered at the sight of the cockpit of the large airbus. 

All these instruments and displays and switches and .. THINGS he just didn't knew what they were used for. 
The Captain and his First Officer slightly turned around to have a look at their guest. 

"Hello", the First Officer said, grinning. "New personnel on board. Do you know the new flight attendant, Jason?" 


"Very good", Jason said, smiling at James. 


His blue eyes had lit up. 


James' gave a very low moan of pleasure. Jason looked so good. 


He felt the butterflies dancing wildly in his belly. 
"Coffee?" asked the Co-Pilot with a grin. "Good idea". 


"Oh ... Yes". 


James quickly approached the both pilots and at first served the co-pilot his coffee and biscuits. 


Then he handed the remaining mug and plate over to Jason who carefully took them. 


Their fingers touched. 


James sighed. 
Jason sighed, too. 


He put away the mug and the biscuits the he reached at James and pulled him down. 
Their lips met in a soft kiss. 


James laid his hand to Jason's left side of the head, stroking him lightly. Jason's hand was at James’ chest, 
palm flat and fingers spread. He could feel James’ heartbeat. 


There were no speaking. 
They knew that the plane's black box was active and would have recorded everything. 
So, they their kisses had to be quiet and they had to end kissing all too soon But James felt so good to just 


have seen and touched Jason. 


They caressed the other one's lips a last time before they had to stop because there was a knock at the 
cockpit door, and the flight attendant told them that she was here now to bring James back to his seat. 


"Okay, Marcy", the First Officer called 
He glanced at Jason and James. 
"Sorry, guys, but... 

James nodded 


He looked at Jason and touched his lips with his fingertips. Jason looked up at him but smiled. 
James smiled, too. 


Then he turned around and walked over at the door. 
lm ready to leave", he said 


He didn't want to leave - but he was ready. 


Good boys, bad boys! 


Author's Notes: 
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THE ORDERS OF THE FLIGHT CAPTAIN 


Chapter 3 


Good boys, bad boys! 


Exactly the same moment James took his seat again he looked over at the restroom's door. 


In the meantime he nearly had forgotten what kind of perverted fun was going on between the both crazy 


idiots inside the restroom. 


The door opened up slowly, just a slit. 
A dark eye peeped through. Then the door got closed again. 


All of a sudden James wasn't sure if he wanted Lars and Kirk to come out of that restroom because now 
every single person in First class must be pretty well informed about the punishment of "the bad boy" Larsie, 
delivered by his master. 

James sighed deeply. 

Kirk appeared first, looking very satisfied. Exactly like a cat after having played with and, finally, tortured a 
harmless little mouse to death. 


He was busy to brush some imaginary pieces of lint off his black t-shirt then smiled, pleased by himself. His 


body posture was more than arrogant. 


Lars followed him, head hanging down while he stared at the floor. His cheeks were heated and red. And wet 


from tears, as it seems. 
He looked awful 


"Oh fuck", James murmured in a very low tone and felt his pulse starting to race. 


Lars dragged his feet over to his seat beside James' and cautiously and slowly sat down. He had his hands on 
the armrests of the seat to support himself as he lowered himself down. 


But he wasn't able to suppress a long drawn hiss of pain as his ass got in full contact with the seat. James 
saw the massive tension of Lars' arm- and neck muscles and shook his head in disbelief. 


"Don't tell me that you have allowed the fucker to beat up your ass! You must be crazy ... BOY!" 


"Oooohhhh .. shut up!" Lars moaned and tried to find the best sitting position for his aching ass. "This isn't 


your fuckin’ business, fucker!" 


"Laaarsiee! What have | told you about using bad words?" Kirk casually threw in 
He sat on the other side of Lars. 

Lars jumped and gave a small yelp. 

‘So... sorry, I'm sorry, |... |... | know, | know, I'm sorry", he hastily stuttered. 
"Fine". 

Kirk smiled and patted Lars’ knee. 

Lars nearly jumped, again 


James was stunned, completely stunned. He stared at the couple with his mouth open and his blue eyes glassy 
in sheer disbelief. 


Now Kirk reached inside his jacket and with an elegant move of his right hand he pulled something long and 
small out of the left inside pocket of the jacket. 


A wooden ruler. 


James eyes went wide. 


He gave a croak. 
This was too much. He nearly fainted. 


Not because of the sudden shock but because it was so hard to NOT get hysterical about his ass and laughing 
helplessly, pointing at the Danish drummer to let everybody know that the "boy" had been bad and had got 


beaten up his ass with a wooden ruler. 
Kirk slapped the ruler against his other palm several times, smiling dreamily. 
James giggled, and Lars blushed until his face had the color of a ripe deep red cherry. 


James noticed that the ruler looked well and quite often used, and now he was no longer able to keep himself 
under control. Not the holiest saint would have maintained his composure in such a case, and James wasn't a 


saint. 


He started to laugh uncontrollably, doubling up with roaring laughter while hot tears ran down his cheeks. He 


bit his fist, hard, to make himself stop but without the slightest effect. 


Everyone in First class was staring at him now, not knowing what was going on. Just James' tech gave a dirty 


grin. 


"This isn't funny!" Lars hissed. "I really don't know why you have to make a fool of yourself”. 
James nearly fell off his seat because he laughed so hard. 


"A fool .. hahahahaha .. a fool of myself?" he giggled. "You're kidding me! .. Uuuuuhhhh ... This is so funny .. 
hahahahah ..”" 


"If you won't stop this completely childish and unnecessary and stupid noise of yours IMMEDIATELY you'll 
regret it until the day you'll die, | swear", the Danish Green Mamba hissed in a vicious, poison dripping tone. 
"And may | remind you about those plush handcuffs and the pink and neon green feathers I've bought in that 
sex shop in Amsterdam for you because you wanted to do something naughty with Jason but hadn't the balls 


to move your ass into said sex shop yourself? .. Ah, and not to forget the neon green dildo!" 


James giggled once more but slapped his hand over his mouth to calm himself down, glaring at Lars in 


amusement. Lars was so sweet when he tried to threaten him. 


Finally, James had managed to maintain his composure again, straightened up his body and took his hand away 
from his mouth, still grinning. 


| really don't know what you are fantasizing about, Larsie", he said in a sweetish tone. "But it's okay. Your ass 


must hurt like hell, so your brain's logic center had a complete core meltdown and is out of order". 


"Let me show you what a REAL core meltdown is, fucker, to make sure that you'll know what you're talking 
about .. Well, there's no doubt that you don't know anything of worth ‘cause you barely are able to count up 
to five, not to talk about getting your ass into a sex shop to buy neon green dildos to fuck your lover or 


whatever you wanna fuck with a neon green dildo .. I'm not too much interested in the sex fantasies of a guy 


who needs neon colored dildos to get up his own cock, but what do | know. | just wanna let you now that I'l 


gonna kill your ass, fucker, if you won't shut up, and then | will .." 


"LARSIE! That's enough now!" 


Kirk hadn't even looked at them, and he had spoken in a very low tone. He shoved the ruler in the backpack he 
had lifted into his lap in the meantime. 


Lars abruptly shut his mouth. his teeth made a sharp sound as if a racing car had hit a wall after a complete 


failure of the braces. 


| don't believe it", James said in an amused but also shocked tone. "Kirk, can | have a word in private with 


you?" 
Kirk just waved his hand. 


"Oh, sure, whenever you want, James", he charmingly said. "But not now. My fingernails are in need to be 


varnished. Otherwise | won't be able to leave the plane when Jason will get it landed in Rio de Janeiro”. 


He started to rummage in his backpack. There was a mess inside, as always. Why, in hell, needed Kirk ten or 


eleven complete sets of new guitar strings in his backpack, half of them in different colors? 


Different colors? What the fuck! 
And why did he have bass strings, too? 


IN DIFFERENT COLORS? 

James groaned. 

But Kirk didn't even look at him. 

"By the way, do you think Jason will has to look a lot for a parking space for the plane after landing? .. | hope 
he'll find a space in an acceptable distance to the airport. It's always so difficult to find a parking space in this 
city, awfull .. But | don't want to walk too much and too long with all the luggage because | have three large 
and pretty heavy suitcases and - not to forget - my vanity case, AND the extra suitcase with my shoes, and 
I'm pretty sure it's hot there in Rio, too .. Now, where is that damned black nail varnish?" 


James stared at him, stunned and speechless. This lead guitarist was completely out of his mind. 


Out of the corners of his eyes he noticed Lars’ grin 


The little Danish fucker knew exactly what he was doing! And he did it on purpose! 


Kirk had found his black nail varnish and dropped the backpack to the floor in front of his feet. He shook the 
small bottle to make sure that the black varnish got smooth. 


Then he held the bottle out to Lars and smiled lovingly at him. 
"Baby, would you please be so nice to varnish my nails?" 


Lars smiled back and took the bottle. The tips of his fingers must had been in contact with the ruler, too, 
because they looked pretty swollen and red. 


"Of course, darling", he whispered. 


"You are so sweet", Kirk whispered back. "What would | do without you?" 


